RALPH    RASHLEIGH
the turnkey and left the court. He remained in this
entranced state for fourteen days, never being able to recall
a single incident of that period,, It was just blotted out of
his memory. He came back to a full consciousness of life
on the day fixed for his execution.
It was a morning of bright sunshine, when the chaplain
came to the cell door to accompany him to the scaffold. As
yet his mind was not functioning, but the sight of the hang-
man passing shocked him Into understanding. He heard
and comprehended at last what the chaplain was saying, and
when the principal turnkey came and took him gently by
the arm to lead him out he made no resistance.
He went out into the sunshine and looked for a few dazed
moments at the blue sea and the shining country round Port
Jackson; then the melancholy procession formed and moved
forward. McCoy, supported by two Presbyterian ministers,
went first, Rashleigh following in the company of the
Protestant clergyman, with the friendly turnkey helping
him. They were attended by the Sheriff and the officers of
the jail and a few strangers who had come to witness the
execution. With the chaplains, earnest in their exhortations,
the prisoners entered the gallows-yard, around which stood
files of prisoners, mostly heavily ironed, who were mustered
to witness the hangings.
They reached the scaffold's foot, and the turnkey, who
had been supporting the nerveless Rashleigh, left his side
for a moment. He tottered and swayed, and was on the
point of falling when the hangman caught his arm.
'Keep up your heart, old cock/ he said kindly* *It will
soon be over.'
This rough consolation, and the touch of the abhorred
official, served to restore Rashleigh to some degree of
strength. McCoy was by this time already on the platform,
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